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OVON WXOL LHLOK 
“EEPKOVYXL LOL JEN 
TIPI, 

JEN PANNOVY 
EVENTJAUJL, EVOAK. 
OVON WXOL LOK 
‘EPOUL EXOL IEN TIKAI 
‘HHON “LLLOG, AAG 
‘Wopat ‘umag, 
TOVALTOT ‘ETONT 
‘NKECOT. 


MH TOMETXKAPPHT 
‘CWTEpOEpK? 

Eoße ov ‘Ke1gtct 
‘HTLOXC ‘N?HT? 

Xe Thougt W@put NE 
ovont ‘N2 ANT 'NNED 
CEEPOVOTLE JEN 
TOTOLON `NONI. 


‘WOpHT ‘NNUO? NEL 
‘WOpHT ‘NNIPH, JEN 
MITENPOVT ‘NTE TLOLOL 
Nep TU CBOK ‘LoL, 
‘WOpHT ‘NNIPEAMIC ETE 
cel enya, Tovaetot 
“ETMNT NKECOT. 


MH akovŒOU END EPOL 
Elpast? 

Ovage eckoAx, 2anBar 
COMECHT? 

ONCOL ETE CEPEL 
“EMECHT WW OpHt 


Je m'élève encore 
PAR MAYA 
ANGELOU 


Tu peux m'écrire 
dans l'histoire 

Avec tes mensonges 
amers et tordus, 

Tu peux me piétiner 
dans la saleté 

Et pourtant, comme 
la poussière, je me 
lèverai. 


Est-ce que mon 
impertinence vous 
dérange ? 

Pourquoi es-tu 
assailli par la 
tristesse ? 

Parce que je marche 
comme si j'avais des 
puits de pétrole 
Pompage dans mon 
salon. 


Tout comme les 
lunes et comme les 
soleils, 

Avec la certitude 
des marées, 

Tout comme les 
espoirs qui 
jaillissent, 
Pourtant, je me 
lèverai. 


Voulais-tu me voir 
brisé ? 

Tête baissée et yeux 
baissés ? 

Les épaules 
tombant comme 
des larmes, 


Still | Rise 
BY MAYA ANGELOU 


You may write me down 
in history 

With your bitter, twisted 
lies, 

You may trod meinthe 
very dirt 

But still, like dust, I'll 
rise. 


Does my sassiness upset 
you? 

Why are you beset with 
gloom? 

’Cause | walk like I've got 
oil wells 

Pumping in my living 
room. 


Just like moons and like 
suns, 

With the certainty of 
tides, 

Just like hopes springing 
high, 

Still I'll rise. 


Did you want to see me 
broken? 

Bowed head and 
lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down 
like teardrops, 
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‘NOONEPLOOVI, 
ETAVEPXOB JEN PANO 
eBod evwyHK? 


MH tauetyovyjov 
‘cepNoBbt ‘spor? 
‘[LMEPGITC ‘NOOK ‘L'EPHT 
‘Nove ob eonawyt! 

Xe FcoBt Woput Ne 
OVONT ‘NOUUHL ‘NNOvB 
JEN TUJNHL ‘NTE TAHI. 


OVON ‘WXOLL LUOK 
‘ENOUY ‘LOL EBOA JEN 
NEKCOX1, 

OvoN ‘WXOLL `upoK 
‘EUJOT IEN NEKBOA, 
OvoN ‘WXOLL LUOK 
‘e900BET SEN TEKLOCT, 
Aa ‘Wopat 'HTLUHP 
TOVALTOT ‘ETHNT 
‘NKECOT. 


Mu zarenoc 
‘CP WTEpeEspK? 
Mnu ‘ct ppt 
“UMETATXOVUJT. 


EBoA9EN Nixauanoovi 
NTW NTLPLPL, 
TOVALTOT ‘ETONT 
‘NKECOT. 

EBoÂSEN ovnETciNt 
ETAYXW `NTECNOVNI JEN 
NULKODE, TOLa2TOT 
“ETMNT NKECOT. 


Affaibli par mes cris 
émouvants ? 


Ma hauteur vous 
offense-t-elle ? 

Ne le prends pas 
très mal 

Parce que je ris 
comme si j'avais des 
mines d'or 

Je creuse dans mon 
propre jardin. 


Tu peux me tirer 
dessus avec tes 
mots, 

Tu peux me couper 
avec tes yeux, 

Tu peux me tuer 
avec ta haine, 

Mais quand méme, 
comme lair, je me 
lèverai. 


Est-ce que mon côté 
sexy vous dérange ? 
Est-ce que c'est une 
surprise 

Que je danse 
comme si j'avais des 
diamants 

A la rencontre de 
mes cuisses ? 


Hors des cabanes de 
la honte de l'histoire 
Je me lève 

D'un passé enraciné 
dans la douleur 

Je me lève 

Je suis un océan 
noir, bondissant et 
large, 


Weakened by my soulful 
cries? 


Does my haughtiness 
offend you? 

Don't you take it awful 
hard 

Cause | laugh like I've 
got gold mines 

Diggin’ in my own 
backyard. 


You may shoot me with 
your words, 

You may cut me with 
your eyes, 

You may kill me with 
your hatefulness, 

But still, like air, lII rise. 


Does my sexiness upset 
you? 

Does it come as a 
surprise 

That | dance like I've got 
diamonds 

At the meeting of my 
thighs? 


Out of the huts of 
history’s shame 

I rise 

Up from a past that’s 
rooted in pain 

I rise 

I'm a black ocean, 
leaping and wide, 
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Je supporte les 
gonflements et les 
gonflements dans la 
marée. 


Laissant derrière 
moi des nuits de 
terreur et de peur 
Je me lève 

Dans une aube 
merveilleusement 
claire 

Je me lève 
Apportant les 
cadeaux que mes 
ancêtres ont offerts, 
Je suis le rêve et 
l'espoir de l'esclave. 
Je me lève 

Je me lève 

Je me lève. 


Welling and swelling | 
bear in the tide. 


Leaving behind nights of 
terror and fear 

I rise 

Into a daybreak that’s 
wondrously clear 

I rise 

Bringing the gifts that 
my ancestors gave, 

I am the dream and the 
hope of the slave. 

I rise 

I rise 

I rise. 
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Maya Angelou was an American memoirist, poet, and civil rights activist. She published seven 
autobiographies, three books of essays, several books of poetry, and is credited with a list of plays, 


movies, and television shows spanning over 50 years. She received dozens of awards and more than 50 


honorary degrees. 


This wonderfully self-assertive poem about picking yourself up and striving to achieve, even in the face 
of adversity, was used for an advertising campaign by the UNCF in the US, but its message of selfhood 
and determination is one that should be heard by all. 


A kind of protest poem which is defiant as well as celebratory, ‘Still | Rise’ is about the power of the 
human spirit to overcome discrimination and hardship, with Angelou specifically reflecting her attitudes 
as a black American woman. Maya Angelou’s work, both her poetry and her autobiographies, is about 
the importance of not being defeated by the obstacles and challenges life throws at you. 


When ‘you’ here denotes an African-American woman who grew up with more than her fair share of 
hardship, the message of her poems becomes even more rousing: Angelou had known what it was to 
struggle. It’s the perfect place to begin exploring Angelou’s poetry . 
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Translated by Osama Thabet 


